Wisdom and Destiny

on the threshold, the steady, unwavering
flame of the lamp that burns on for ever.
Yes; only they, it may be, have the right
to deem themselves safe to whose arms
there come to weep those whose eyes are
heavy with tears. And indeed there are
not a few in this world whose inner smile
we can only behold when our eyes have
been cleansed by the tears that lay bare
the mysterious sources of vision; and
then only do we begin to detect the
presence of happiness that springs not
from the favour or gleam of an hour,
but from widest acceptance of life. Here,
as in much beside, desire and necessity
quicken our senses. The hungry bee will
discover the honey, be it hid never so deep
in the cavern; and the soul that mourns
will spy out the joy that lies hidden in its
retreat, or in most impenetrable silence.